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“ papers WILSON to-day is wielding the big stick 

as effectively as ever it was wielded by ‘Theo- 
dore the Great. but he is doing it without bluster. 
Furthermore, President WILSON is working his will in 
Congress without making enemies, something that 
ROOSEVELT never was able to do.” — Washington 
Dispatch. 


Pretty good, we should say, for a “school- 
master,” a mere theorist in the game of politics. 
‘e 
Tue latest rural revival is archery. To the 

man who enjoys country walks this means 
additional pleasure. Dodging to one side to 
escape an auto or a motor- 
cycle, he may be punctured 
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@artoons and Comments 


Cuicaco has spotted a new comet, which is 
described “in appearance as a round, fuzzy 
patch,” in the constellation Lynx. It would 
seem from this to bear a striking and flattering 
resemblance to the Hon. Jim Ham. Lewis. 


= 


RakINc in his guarantee and his percentage of 
the gate receipts, it must ever be Mr. 
RYAN’S secret regret that there are no “movy- 
ing-picture privileges” on the Chautauqua 
lecture circuit. 





Issued every Wednesday, - $5.00 per year. 
$2.50 for six months. $1.25 for three months, 


Payable in advance, 


THERE is danger that the Hitchy-Koo may be- 
come confused in the public mind with the 
Hetch-Hetchy. One of them is a new dance. 


7 


7 Piso OF POTASH was taken from the dutiable 
list at one cent a pound and transferred to the 
free list.” —Zariff Item. 


A boon to the man with throat trouble who 
likes potash lozenges. 
Ne 
|v 1s asserted that the new Russian destroyer 
fovik is the fastest ship in the world. In 
the event of another war with 
Japan, it will be a good ship 





by a stray arrow from some 
garden-party. 
Ne 

Lonpon reports that the sale 

of fancy bonbons is falling 
off, girls preferring cigarettes 
to candy. A bright outlook 
for young men! It costs much 
less to bring a girl a fancy bdx 
of cigarettes than it does to 
fetch her a fancy box of candy. 


= 


Mrs. Russett SaGE gave 
away $74,000 on her 
recent birthday, and called it 
“celebrating.” Uncle RUSSELL 
used to celebrate Ais birthday 
by buying two apples for lunch 
instead of one. 
Ne 
REPRESENTATIVE Hopson of 
Alabama and kissing fame, 
wants the United States to go 
into journalism and issue an 
official paper for free distribu- 
tion. We recommend Hobs- 
son for head of the Talks With 
Girls department. 
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CA irornia wine is now being 
shipped across the conti- 





to get away in. 
= 


THERE are two “President 

E.uiotrs” in New Eng- 
land now. A few people, per- 
haps, imagine that the former 
head of Harvard has taken a 
recreative job bossing the New 
Haven Railroad. 


“= 


WesTERN hotels have deter- 

mined to banish the time- 
honored finger-bowl. The re- 
form should become general. 
Otherwise the _ tooth - brush 
should be introduced to keep 
the finger-bowl company. 


= 


A CHEAP and effective substi- 

tute for gasolene has just 
been discovered in England. 
To those who own motor-cars, 
or hope to, this is more im- 
portant than a dizzy drop in 
the price of beef. 


Ne 
Bomsira, most famous of 
Spanish bull-fighters, is 








about to retire, having killed 
in his time three thousand 











nent in tank cars the same as 
oil. A grand place for stowa- 
ways of the genus hobo! 





THE DIAPHANOUS SKIRT. 
IN POLITICS AS IN FASHION, YOU CAN SEE RIGHT THROUGH IT. 


bulls. A good business open- 
ing awaits him in the Chicago 
stockyards. 


LIVE AND LEARN. 





Miss MANHATTAN.—Beech nuts? Why, Uncle Josiah, I didn’t think those were ever found so far inland! 


THE DEAR OLD FARM. 
HEN I was jes’ a-growin’ up 
I didn’t think *t was fun 
Ter stan’ ’n’ hoe pertaters 
’N’ punkins in the sun — 





Ner ter git up ev ry mornin’, 
Afore ’t was hardly light, 

To feed the pigs ’n’ cattle 
’Fore J could hev a bite. 


Ner to drive the cows to pastur’, Ner to bre’k a path in winter 

’N’ the hosses to the field, W’en my hands was almos’ fruz, 
’N’ plow ten acres o’ farm land An’ hear from ’hind the winder : 

Er git my back well heeled— “Look at Lazy! Dear me, suz!”’ 


I did n't think that farmin’ life 
Was noways fine a bit — 

Though that was thirty year ago, 
An’—durned ef I do yit! 


Pd 


Eugenie Stevenson. 


A THOUGHTFUL WIFE. 
—_—. my new meerschaum pipe?” asked Mr. Cumso, after 


dinner. “I thought I left it on the mantel, back of the clock. 

when I quit smoking last night.” 

“ Did n’t I hear vou say that it would take a long time to color that 
pipe, dear?” asked Mrs. Cumso. 

“Tt is quite likely you did. ‘The operation cannot be performed all 
at once. But where is the pipe?” 

“You know how anxious I am to save you all the work I can, dear?” 

“Yes, just like the precious little woman you are; but what has that 
to do with the pipe?” 


7) 
CG felios who is out of a job. 


“Just this, love. I got to worrying over the long time it would take 
you to get it colored, and I wondered if I could n’t help you a bit.” 

“What! You don’t mean to say you have been smoking the pipe 
yourself?” 

“Oh, no! But a poor tramp came to the house this morning. He 
was smoking the forlornest little bit of a pipe, and $3 

“Go on!” commanded Mr. Cumso in a constrained voice, trying to 
keep calm. ‘You have made him a present of my new meerschaum, I 
suppose ?” 

“Oh, no! Your little wife isn’t quite so foolish as all that.” 

“Then what has the tramp to do with the pipe?” 

“Don’t be impatient, dear, and I'll tell you. I remembered what 
you said about the long time it would take you to color it, and so I asked 
the man if he would smoke it all day for a dollar. He said no; that a 
dollar and a quarter was the lowest he could do it for. So I told him I’d 
pay him that. He’s out in the back 
yard now, working hard; and he 
really seems to enjoy it. Yet 
some people say that tramps 
can’t be induced to work But 
where are you going, love? 
Not downtown so early, are 
you? Now I wonder what’s 
made the man so cross?” 
she added, as her husband 
slammed the door. 





SIGN LANGUAGE. 
=" ’s rich, but a deaf- 


mute. Dodson pro- 
posed in writing.” 
“Did she indicate her re- 
fusal in the same way?” 





“No. Her father kicked 
him and she applauded.” 


MAKING A KNIGHT OF IT. 


e man who grapples with a situation has a stronger grip than the poor 








a 


es 

































~~ 


A EOE RS RR 








Z 
% 
5 
= 
fa 
% 
n 
z 
< 
te 
= 
iL 
0 
a 
>) 
= 














THE OLD WAY WITH THE NEW WOMAN 


pie is beautiful, stately, and tall, 
With reposeful and elegant airs; 

You may not believe it, but yet, all the same, 
She ’s the girl that | kissed on the stairs. 


She’s college-bred, witty, and wise, 
And a red-sealed diploma she bears; 

But that did nt count, when we sat, at the dance 
In the twilight that shrouded the stairs 


She is studying Latin and Law; 
She is tracking old crimes to their lairs,— 
Which is all very we:l while she doesn’t forget 
Who kissed her last night on the stairs. 


She ’s a woman that’s newer than new; ~ 
She everything ventures and dares; 

She’d preside at a club in a motoring suit, 
And she'd sit out a dance on the stairs! 


Do you think I’m afraid? Not a whit! 
I shan’t kick at the costume she wears— 
I have coaxed her to try orange blossoms and white,— 
And she promised—last night on the stairs! 
G. D. G. 


ss 


A NEW IDEA 


puny A remarked Mrs. Batchby-Pokedye at breakfast, “we ought 
to have a coming-out party for Beatrice.” 

“ A coming-out party for Beatrice?” repeated the old gentleman. 
“Great Cesar! Didn’t she come out three years agé at an expense 
of ——” 

“S-h-h!” interrupted his wife. “That was long ago, and people 
have forgotten. Do you know your child’s name?” 

“T should say I did!” growled Mr. Batchby-Pokedye, “and a 
foolish name it is—the idea of a girl being called Emily Beatrice 
Agatha Batchby-Pokedye!” ‘ 

“Well,” remarked his wife, “if you will remember, her first coming- 
out cards read: ‘Miss Emily Batchby-Pokedye!’ 1 thought she would 
marry before this; but she has not, and now I want her to be introduced 
to the younger set that has grown up meanwhile, so she will get invited 
everywhere.” 

“Well?” queried the stern father, frowning. 

“That’s it!” chirped the estimable lady. “I gave her those names 
with a purpose—I want a reception now, to introduce ‘Miss Beatrice 
Batchby-Pokedye.’ It will only cost ” 

“I know the cost,” retorted the head of the house, “and I 
suppose I'll have to stand it this time—but for heaven's sake wait a 
little longer before you introduce Agatha to the world—because I have 

lost a lot of money lately, and I’d 
j hate to have a daughter who might 
| 
| 





say that her father wasn’t rich 


lc | enough to support all the names 
? 







given her 


A GOOD MANAGER. 
oe (7 a.m.)— Please, 


ma’am, the dog got hold 
> of the steak that was for 
breakfast. Shall I go out 

and get another? 
MistrEss.—Is there any 
news in the morning paper? 
Coox.— Yes, indeed, 
ma’am. Big accidents an’ 
horrid murders, an’ bomb ex- 
plosions, an’ rumors of another 


























_7- war. 
oF cae as == = Mistress. — Very well. Warm 
= oa over something left from supper, and 


A LESSON LOST. place the paper by my husband’s plate. 


MamMA.— Eddie, what would 
you do if you had no mother? yy ’s a fascinating occupation to watch 
EppIE (promptly). — Eat up other people work, but only a 
all the pie. superintendent can make it pay. 





sun in every room. 


t is true that man ts the architect of his own fortunes, 
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ALMOST AN _ INSULT. 


RAGGED WANDERER ON THE BANK Now dat’s what I callsraw. Some 











folks ain’t not got no faith in human nature at all 


AN INFERENCE. 
Le ete Brown’s mother makes him go to Sunday-school. 
Mamma.—Why do you say she makes him go? 
Jounny.—Because he goes, —does n’t that prove it? 


% 
LOVE LAUGHS AT VOTESMITHS. 

YE British Suffragettes are certainly the worst-advised political 
faction in the world. Hard put to it for methods with which 
they may make a dent in the bonehead conservatism of society, they 

readily fall victims to every hysterical illusionist that comes along. A few 
weeks ago it was a male poet who advised the Suffragists to imitate Lady 
Godiva and “strip for the cause,” a suggestion ; 
that may have affected the’ thermometer 
slightly, but, so far as the press reports 
can be trusted, removed no clothes. 

This time the sage is Amelia 
Barr, described as “the venerable 
author.” Just how venerable the lady 
author is, the newspaper saith not, 
but it seems that age brought no great 
understanding to her. The substance 
of her proposal ts that until the vote 
is awarded no suffragist maid should 
accept a wedding-ring, and no suffra- 
gist matron should buy a cradle. That 
is, 0 votes—no marriages ; and no children. 

Now, in the first place, the venerable 
lady in question must be extremely venerable if she 
has forgotten that about the time she was interested 
in wedding-rings and sich-like gewgaws she would have married 
the man of her choice even if she had to abolish voting altogether. She 
would, like any nice girl, have sold the universe to the devil for fourteen 
cents, and spent the proceeds gaily to furnish her sweetheart with Judge. 
And even if Amelia has had no personal experience with cradles she 
ought to know that a woman who really wants one of these domestic 
appliances will find a way to fill it, though the Seven Seas turn to sul- 
phuric acid and the Cosmic Plan goes to pot. Advanced woman wants 
aman AND a vote. She will, as a matter of compromise, take a 
man without the vote. This is the higher law on the subject, it 
has never been successfully amended, and admits of no joker. There 
may be stout hearts in the feminine world who will cling to the slogan 
“No vote, no wedding,” but they will suffer the pains of the early 
martyrs. Some pink-cheeked maiden, caring less about the Austrahan 
ballot than about the Great Auk, will deftly swoop in and capture the 
man in question, and the cradle that might have been filled with a prom- 
ising young Suffrage infant will be rocked for the benefit of an Anti. 

% 
SUGGESTING AN EXAMPLE. 


| - LitTLeE Son.—What is a white lie, Papa? 
‘THe Eprror.—Oh! It is one that does no harm to anybody 
His Lirri_e Son. —Like a circulation statement, Papa? 


but he can't get the 
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I. 
CUOMMUTER’S WIFE (after an evening in town ).— How fine, Charley! 
A vacant car, and plenty of room for our grips! 


“THE PHILISTINE.” 


H, lofty the air of the proud Philistine, 

When he comes with his clan in Bohemia to dine! 
His smirk is superb and his shirt-front a-shine, 
And heavy the purse of the proud Philistine. 


There ‘s Dauber who “ pictures,” and Inkwell who “ scribes,” 
To play the Mzcenas with both he imbibes; 

He ‘ll patronize wit by a purchase of wine, 

A dollarful soul hath the gay Philistine. 


We'll drink of his bottles with pleasure intense, 
With jests we will tickle his stock-jobbing sense; 
Oh, manes of Miirger, what rapture is mine 
When smiting the purse of the gross Philistine! 


There ’s the dear little Philistiness, 


But stay ! 
With her smile of surprise and her tailor-made dress; — 
She’s charming, in sooth, and her glances betray 

That she likes, now and then, in Bohemia to stray. 


With mahlstick and quill would we cleave to the chine 
Yon fat-bellied purse of the proud Philistine !-— 

But a truce to the foe! We will spare him, I guess, 
For the sake of tlie smiles of his Philistiness. 


* 


IN THE THIRTIES. 


A* Envious Contemporary (/o Miss Budlong). 
really engaged to Mr. Timid Smithkins? 
Miss Bup.one (quite provokingly ).—Yes, dear; and I want you to 
suggest something sweet and tender to go in my engagement-ring. 
Envious Conremporary.—If I were in your place I’d just have 
the simple word Eureka. 


And so you are 





A STINGING RETORT. 


ys: W°* don’t print-any such stuff as that!” said the editor loftily, as he 
handed back the manuscript. 
“Well, you need n’t be so haughty about it!” retorted the Irregular 
Contributor. ‘“ You're not the only one who won't print it.” 
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HAS IT EVER HAPPENED TO YOU? 





en moralists may denounce the stage, but the negro minstrel isn’t as black 
as he’s painted. 
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ll. 
View of the ‘‘vacant’’ car from the opposite end. 


LOVE’S TRIUMPH. 


tlw pork-packer’s daughter was won. Amid the sumptuous trappings 
of wealth and luxury she plighted her troth with the suitor who had 
crossed the seas to besiege her heart. 

“Are you sure, my darling,” he murmured, as they stood together 
beneath the gorgeous chandelier, “that you love me for myself alone?” 

“Charles James Edward,” she answered, “I am sure!” 

“Then listen.” With courtly grace he led her to a seat. 

“My beloved,” he said, tenderly, “I have purposely refrained from 
telling you about my family, in order that you might be governed in 
forming your estimate of me by considerations of personal worth.” 

“Charles James Edward!” 

A world of love and trust spake she in those simple words, 

“Of course, sweet girl, you know I am of noble lineage?” 

A warm glance and a gentle pressure of the hand formed her reply. 

“ And you are aware that my people are among the proudest of the 
proud. But are you prepared to know ” He bent low and whispered. 
" that the blood of a king courses in my veins?” 

“Ye ” She smiled engagingly. 

“T am not surprised. I am informed 
that there is some dreadful scandal about 
every one of these aristocratic families. 
And did it get into the courts, dearest?” 

Yes, it was for himself alone that 
she loved him. 
















TWO CHAPTERS. 


er: Man (over the counter ).— lf 

I should want to exchange this 
engagement-ring for something else it 
will be all right, won’t it? 

JEWELER.—Oh, certainly, with 
pleasure. We are always glad to 
accommodate patrons. 

SAME YOUNG MAN (over the counter, 
one year later).—1\ believe you told 
me when I bought this ring I could 
exchange it for something else. 

JEWELER.—Yes. What will you have? 

Younc Man.—Well, I'd like to ex- 
change it for a barrel of flour, a bushel 
of potatoes, a ham, and a load of coal. SEPTEMBER MOAN. 
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Photo. by Underwood « 1 'nderwood, 


HE TIBER’S PREY. 
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“THE. LINES OF LIFE.” 
(A Vestal Song by a Spinster of Seventy.) 


HE lines o’ life run up 

An’ the lines o’ life run daown; 
An’ | hev arrived at the vanishing p’int, 
An’ I'm bound fur the heavenly taown. 





Thar ’s many a task I ought to dew, 
Thar ’s many but half begun; 

But Ill lay ’em aside, I'll fold 'em up, 
Fur on this airth they ‘ll never be done. 


I've twisted my doughnut and hooked up my stays 
Fur the las’, the very las’ time; 
I've swep’ the las’ cobweb, an’ chased the las’ fly, 
Fur there's none in that other clime. 


Of course I can’t say jes’ whar I shall go, 
Fur we’re all a predestined race; 
But, wherever ’t will be, I’m a-goin’ t’ set sti//— 
I'm through with this ’tarnal chase. 


My knittin’ ’s rolled up, my snuff-box is shet, 
My darnin’ is tucked away; 
My dye-pot 's dried down, an’ the onions dried up, 
An’ I’m goin’ to a “ kentry o° play.” 


Don't set up no eppytaff carved on a stun 
My vartues an’ failin’s tew tell; 
Let me lie there an’ snooze till the trumpet o’ doom 
Has sounded creation’s knell. H. A. Kean. 


Jo 
A BELIEVER IN PROGRESS. 


IRsT TRAMP.—T’ink dey ’ll make a success of dem airships? 
Seconp TRamp.—Sure! 
on dem, same as on de freight-trains. 


An’ when dey do we'll be stealin’ rides 
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SPICE OF LIFE. 


- bigeye quarrel!” 
she said, and shivered 

as she looked out into the 

cold, gray storm. 

* Perhaps we shall 
never have an- 
other,” faltered her 
husband. 

“Oh, I’m not in 
the least supersti- 
tious!” protested 
the woman, with a 
ghastly affectation 
of gayety. 


PSYCHOLOGY. 
OES I b'leeb 


“D 
in dem 


trance mejums? 
’Deed I does! 
Did n’ I go to see 
one o’ dem to fin’ 
out how de policy 
numbahs wuz to come 
a-runnin’? What did 
dat trance mejum say? 
Why, chile, he jess close 
he eyes an’ say: “‘*Yo’’z had trouble. Yo’’z bin ’cused ob la’ceny. 
Yo’ keeps fo’ dawgs. Yo’’z unlucky at craps. Yo’ like chicking fried. 
Yo’ carries a razzer, but yo’ doan shave. Yo’ lubs a yaller gal!’ 

‘What ef dem numbahs didn’ win? Dey mus’ be sumpin’ in dat 
trance mejum business w’en dey reads yo’ kah’actah an’ de inmos’ 
secrits ob yo’ haht like dat. Now yo’ lissen to me!” 


M 


NEWSPAPER HEADLINE: 


‘©QUEEN WILHELMINA DECORATES CARNEGIE.” 
2 


ATCHES are made in heaven because there is no need of starting a 
fire in the other place. 
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WHAT’S WRONG IN THIS PICTURE? 


ANSWER: THE PINCH-HiIrTER SHOULD BE RACING AROUND THE 
BASES, SENDING IN THREE RUNNERS AHEAD OF HIM, 


BROTHER SAWYER. 


T was at a little way-station. I looked up and saw a thin, hatchet- 

faced, discouraged-looking man, with an enormous drooping black 

moustache, enter the car and drop down at the very end seat facing the 

rest of the passengers. He might have been thirty- 

eight or forty years old, making allowance for an 
appearance of age that was evidently premature. 

The man’s face interested me. It was un- 
speakably sad. ‘The corners of the mouth were 
drawn down, as if to correspond with the pendent 
moustaches, and the eyes had that heavy, lustreless 

look which makes one think of wilted flowers 

with the bloom rubbed off. Hardly had this 

saturnine individual seated himself and 

dropped his head upon his hand, so that 

the upper part of his face was hidden by 

his slouch hat, than the man who occupied 

the seat in front of me got up and, walking 

down the aisle, touched the new-comer on the 

shoulder, and held out his hand, shouting heartily, so that all the car 
might hear: 

“How are you, Brother Sawyer?” 

“How are you?” The tone was utterly listless. It did not even 
evince the interest of a rising inflection. The extended hand was not 
grasped, and after a moment’s hesitation Brother Sawyer dropped back 
into his former dejected attitude, and the man whose social advance 
had been thus summarily repulsed returned to his seat. As he settled 
back into the corner I leaned forward and remarked: 

“Not remarkably sociable, Brother Sawyer?” 

“No, poor fellow! Can’t seem to take no interest in life, nohow. 
He’s had trouble, Brother Sawyer has.” 

“You know him then?” 

“Qh, first-rate! Know him as well as I know my own folks, 
The Sawyers were next-door neighbors to us.” 

“ And is that why you call this Mr. Sawyer ‘brother’?” 

“Oh, no! He went to church once, 'bout ten years ago, and all 
the deacons and half-a-dozen other prominent church members grabbed 
him by the hand and called him brother—brother—brother. It 
bothered him so he never went again—never. But the name stuck to 
him. He hates it like p’izen but it sticks to him. He’s been Brother 
Sawyer ever since. If a man doesn’t like a name, you see, folks call 
him by it. yg 











It’s human natur’. 
“But you say Brother Sawyer has had trouble? I can see that in 

his face. Would you mind telling me what the trouble was?” 

“Oh, it’s the old storv. Woman in the case, as usual.” 

“Yes, I suppose so. Disappointed in love, eh?” 

“W-e-l-l,—ves. Would you like to hear the story? 

“Certainly. Nothing would interest me more.” 

“Well, some thirteen or fourteen vears ago Brother Sawyer fell in 
He was twenty-nine years old then, and it was his first experience. 


’T isn’t much.” 


love. 








to hand him one in return. 





PUCK 











He had it awful bad. I never saw a man so broken up—couldn’t eat, 
couldn’t sleep, could n’t work. ‘The girl was Matt Leonard’s daughter ; 

-pretty, wonderful prettv, but spoiled, you know; hadn’t a thought 
but of beaus, dress, admiration, and dancing. Why, that girl liked 
nothing under God’s heaven so well as to kick up her heels all night at 
some low-bred, dingy little country hotel, with two fiddles and a cornet 
going tumty-tumty-tum in a corner. 

“Well, as I. was saying, Brother Sawyer fell dead in love with 
Nettie Leonard. ‘The poor cuss could n’t dance, could n’t sing, couldn't 
talk, could n't flirt, could n’t make a show—could n’t do nothing; and Miss 
Nettie just laughed at him, though all the time she knew he was 
breaking his heart for love of her.” 

I heaved a sigh and looked compassionately at Brother Sawyer’s 
drooping moustache and melancholy mouth. “So I suppose he 
remained single all these years,” I ventured. ‘Just eating his heart out 
with love of Nettie—the Nettie of his dreams—while she, the real Nettie, 
is a rich man’s bride and rides in a city carriage.” 

“Hold on!” interrupted my companion. “You are going a leettle 
mite too fast. Sawyer married her.” 

“What!” 

«Sawyer married her.” 

“T thought you said just now that he was disappointed in love?” 

“So he was—the worst way. A man can be disappointed in the 
kind of love he gets, as well as in the kind he don't get. Brother Sawyer’s 
face would never have looked like that if he hadn’t married Nettie 
Leonard.” 

Just then Brother Sawyer looked up—looked right at us, looked 
right through us. He seemed to divine what we were talking about, 
and there was a half-defiant, half-piteous, protest in his drawn-down lips 
and sunken eyes. 

‘Bertram’s Corners!” shouted the brakeman. 
up, and Brother Sawyer got off. 

“Is this where he lives?” I asked, following the prematurely 
stooping figure through the little group of rustic loafers on the station 
platform. 

“No,” replied my companion; “but they say he comes down here, 
once in a while, to—well, to get rested from being married.” 


aA 


: | ‘HE critic’s real business is not to find out what an author means, but 
what he should mean. 


’ 


The train slowed 


TREE!” 


“WOODMAN, SPARE THAT 


hen we see a man strike an attitude there is always a strong temptation 











BlueRibbon = 


The Beer of Quality 





HE ORIGINAL DRAWING of any illustration 

that appears in PUCK is for sale. These draw- 

ings are from three to four times as large as the 
printed reproductions. 


Prices vary from $5.00 up, according to the 
character of the subject. 


We will gladly quote price on any one which you 
Refer to it by giving page and num- 
ber of PUCK in which it appeared. The price 
includes express charges. 


may select. 


A fine selection for Holiday, Wedding, or Birthday Gifts. 








Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 











CHARMING EVEN 


‘*They tell me you are ve: 
of music.”’ 

“Oh, that doesn’t matter 
right ahead.” — Ze Rive. 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's | 


appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitte mail 
2 cts. instamps. ©. W. Abbott & Co., Balt Md 


WHERE? 


Where are the cooks of yester-year, 
Those jolly matrons that would take 
‘A pinch” of this, ‘ta dust”’ of that, 
‘*Sweeten to taste’’— their tastes were 
vat — 
‘*Just flour enough for butter, dear; ” 
And make the most goloptious cake ? 


Where are the cooks of yester-year, 
Who used their ‘‘judgment,”’ not a rule? 


Their toothsome cookies haunt us vet, 
Their pies and doughnuts, too, you bet, 
Were works of art! Alas, I fear 
Those cooks can ne’er be made in school! 


' p 
—7iuth, 


A GENTLE Hint. 

“T was speaking with your father 
last night,” said the young man. 

“Oh, were you?” answered the 
sweet: young thing, lowering her eyes. 
“What were you talking about?” 

“ About the likelihood of a war with 
Mexico. Your father said if there was 
a war he hoped it would be short.” 

“Oh, yes,—I know papa is very 
much opposed to long engagements.” 
— Yonkers Statesman. 


Wuo Becan Ir? 

A friend of the family had been 
summoned to testify, much against his 
will, as to domestic disturbances in a 
certain household. 

“You saw those blows adminis 
tered?” asked counsel. 

Yes, sir,” replied the witness. 

“Did you witness the beginning of 
the quarrel between Mr. and Mrs 
Dash?” 

“T did.” 

“When was it?” 

“Six years ago.” 

“Six years ago! How is that pos- 
sible?” 

“TI was a guest at their wedding,” 
said the witness.—Argonaut. 


First CusToMeErR.-—I wish to select 
a vase. 

FLOORWALKER. — Yes, madam. 
James, show the lady to the crockery 
department. 


Seconp CustoMEeR. —I wish to 
select a vawz. 
FLOORWALKER. — Yes, madi. 


George, show the lady to the brie a 
brac department.— Baltimore Sun 


Ham.—Gee! but our audience as 
mad last night! 

Lret.—Sore, eh? 

Ham. — Naw; we played at ‘ie 
insane asylum.— Stanford Chapar) 




































































itters are 
hy mail, 


that, 
» were 


. rule? 
S yet. 
ou bet, 


+( hool! 
uth, 


father 


d the 
eyes. 
” F 
r with 
re was 
t ” 
very 
ents.” 


been 
ist his 
sina 


minis- 
ing of 


Mrs. 


t pos- 


4 ” 
ling, 
select 


ckery 













, Ginuine Signeod 
OLD MASTERS 








"ean for shoulders 







“Satisfaction 
or money back" 











Puck’s 


nf C SteRT 
Peariearts 
CyPPEIC 
Suit At 


” 


Quarterly 


Contains more than 


200 Illustrations 








need no magnifier to see that. 


away échind the varnish! 


No. 71, just issued, is a veritable 


of Abbott's Bitters 
stamps. © 


Price, 25 cents per copy. 

All Newsdealers, or by mail from 

» publishers on receipt of price. , ' : , 
the ” . — pt f io Young Man: You can’t win a bride with 
| a mere promise of a diamond ring. It’s up 
Send for catalog and open 
at Loftis Bros. & Co., Dia- 
Dept. D 938, Chicago, Ill. 


mine of wit and humor. | 
| 
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Address 


to you to get it. 
a charge account 
mond Merchants, 


PUCK, New York. 

















W. Abbott & Co 








Shanahan's Old Shebeen; 


“THE MORNIN’S MORNIN’.” 


By Gerald Brenan. 


JN response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem. which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a ‘Booklet, in large, readable 
type, with the original illustrations, at 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 


Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 
copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


PUCK 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 














PRIDE. 
“T understand that there are two rival social sets in this town.” 
“Yes. One set is composed of people who have undergone operations 
for ippendicitis, and the others have had the children’s adenoids removed.”— 
Chicago Record-Herald. 


HarasseD AUTHOR (annoyed by the barking of a dog).—Have you told 
'r mistress that dog must be made to stop barking? 


SERVANT.—Please, sir, mistress says it doesn’t matter now that baby’s 
vake.— Punch. 


DEALER.— There ’s the signature clear enough 


Not like some of your fakes, with the name 


The piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using a dash 
Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
Baltimore, Md 























Pears 


The goodness in Pears’ 


bad complexions. 


society 2?” 


“To prevent gambling 


women.” 


‘“‘Nonsense! It can’t be done.” 


“Why certainly gambling can be 
stopped 
i‘ Remteande? “Gambling? I thought you said 


—you don’t ‘ : ; 
’idden gabbling.”—Courter-Journal. 


London Opinion 
CounseL.—The law presumes you 
until you are proved 


are innocent 
guilty. 
PRISONER.—My goodness! 


What 


the penieionittii !— Zoun Topics. 


Jack.— They say he ran through his 
wife’s money in two years. 

Jit.— What caused the delay ? — 
Club Fellow. 


ALESMEN making small towns, 
S or Side-line, 

pocket side-line 

return of unsold goods. 


sales $4.00 commission on each order 








| ats - Grow Fat ! 
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All Nature 
Wears One 
Universal [ 


Grin 


After 
Subscribing 
For 


The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 
As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the bes. 

@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political hifiory of the times. 
@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 


supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


Soap is an antidote for all 








if your newsdealer does n’t handle 
PUCK, New York 


PUCK, ask him to order 
Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
Po 2 Sberel package of sample copies of 


it for you. 


Tell Your Newsdealer 


Bude 


NEXT WEEK. 
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For goodness sake use 
Pears’. 
Sold in America and elsewhere 
| “Wat is the object of your 


among 


a 
difference there is between the law and 


Whole Time 
should carry our fast se'ling 

Special sales plan allowing 
Makes quick easy 
SOME- 
THING ENTIRELY NEW, Write for outfit to-day. 
CANFIELD MFG. CO., 208 Sigel St., Chicago, Il. 






Take PUCK and Laugh ! 
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A perfect fan of bubbles—weaving, wav- 
ing, rising in an upward shower of topaz; 
breaking into the fragrance of the grape; 
laden with tongue tickle—a stream of 
throat delight. 

You can pay more for a champagne than 


9 . 
Cook’s Imperial 
Extra Dry 
Champagne 
You can’t buy a better. Every penny 
you pay for Cook’s buys quality. -the 
extra cost of imported wines pays the duty 
and ocean freight; that’s what makes the 

difference. 13 
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or A ; 
Reo... «. via 4 


4 American Wine Co. 
St. Louis, Mo. 











THE Market-Man.—I think liv- 
ing’s getting cheaper. F'r instance, 
two years ago them eggs would have 
cost you fifty per cent. more. 

THE CusroMerR.—Two years ago, 
when these eggs were fresh, they 
would have been worth more.— Phi/a- 
delphia Ledger. 


Mr. Pester.—Here! What are 
you chucking those stones for? 
Training for a militant suffragette ? 

Mrs. Pesrer.—Why, don’t you 
remember the agent told us the house 
was just a stone’s throw from the 
station? Well, I’m trying to find it. 
—New York Globe. 
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THE TEETOTALIST. 


There was a young man of Montclair, 
Who said, ‘‘ Perfect freedom from care, 
Be it well understood, 
Comes to only the good, 
So I neither smoke, chew, drink, nor swear.” 
—New York Tribune. | 


“You seem happier.” | 

“Yes,” responded the clerk in the! 
department store. “I’ve been trans- | 
ferred from the silk counter to the| 
grindstone department. And very few | 
women out shopping insist on pawing | 
over that stock.” — Washington Herald. | 


HusBanpD.—You can put this down | 
as settled: If ever i get out of it you| 
will never catch me in matrimony again. | 

Wire.—You won’t if you depend on 
me for a reference.—/udlic Ledger. 


New YORKER (at box-office window ). 
— Have you two orchestra seats in the | 
fourth row, centre, for to-night ? 

TICKET-SELLER.—Yes, sir. 

New YorKER (after recovering from 
the shock).—I1 guess I don’t want 
them—the show can’t be any good!— | 
Lippincott’s Magazine. | 


“Ir did Jack good to marry his 
stenographer, for she continues the 
habit of the office in their home.” 

“ How soP” 

‘“‘When he starts to dictate she takes 
him down.”— Aibbert Journal. 


“Once a friend of mine and I} 
agreed that it would be helpful for | 
each of us to tell the other his faults.” | 

“ How did it work?” 

“We have n’t spoken for nine years.” 
— Record- Herald. | 

IF YOU are a “‘ Progressive”’ you’ll own | 
and wear the emblem of progress—a genu- | 
ine diamond. Big bargains on credit at} 


Loftis Bros. & Co., Diamond Merchants, 
Dept. D 938, Chicago, Ill. Send for catalog. | 


“TROUBLE?” asked a bystander. 

“Some,” replied the man under the 
car. 

«‘What power car is it?” 

“ Forty-horse.” 

“What seems to be the matter with 
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Bottled only by the Brewers 
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THIRTY FIVE 
OUTING HANDBOOKS 


Already have been pub- 
lished. They deal with 
gardening, hunting, fish- 
ing, camping, dogs, horses, 
boats, exercise and 27 
other divisions of outdoor 
life. 

The Lexington Herald 
says “they are positively 
invaluable. Each one is 





THE NEW TEXT- 
BOOKS FOR OUT- 
DOOR WORK AND 
PLAY. 





prepared by an authority 
and each is complete in 
itself; yet so perfect a 
component part of all that 








attractive form. 


it isa pity to miss a single one of the little 
dark green volumes.” 

Superfluous paper and fancy binding are 
eliminated. Just meaty, interesting reading in 


Price per volume 70 cents 


Ask your bookseller or send for free OUTING 
Handbook catalogue. 


OUTING PUB. CO. 141 W. 36 ST.N.Y. 


METHODS OF THE SCHO:\LS. 


“My doctor ordered two 
at the seashore.” 

“He’s a home opath, isn’t he?” 

“Yes. Why?” 

*"T'wo weeks is a small dose, 
I’d go to an allopath and see if 
I couldn’t get him to prescribe 
a trip to Europe.” — Xunsas 
City Journal. 


eeks 


A LESSON IN POLITENESS, 


“But, daughter, why didn't 
you tell the young man to stop 
kissing you?” asked the mother, 

“Why, mother, you know you 
taught me never to interrupt any 
one!” — Yonkers Statesman. 


A Nurse’s Success 
“T ’ve just returned 
abroad, you know. 
poor father?” 
“We lost him.” 
‘“ Dear, dear!” 
“Yes, the nurse married him.” 


from 
How is your 








—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 
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| Well, from the way she acts I 
‘should say that thirty-nine of the 
| horses were 
Republican. 
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MisTRESS.—Well, Cooper, what is the weather to be like? | 
GARDENER.—Well, Mum, I dunno; but the paper do say ‘* Forecast.’ 





—FPunch. 





dead.” — Springfield | 





PUCK PROOFS 


Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 








SO YOU’RE GOING HOME 
By E. Frederick. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 


Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 





ONLY FIVE MINUTES’ WALK TO THE STATION 


By E. Frederick. 


Photogravure in Carbon Black, 15 x 19 in. 





7 | 
TO-MORROW. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 





These are but two examples of the PUCK PROOFS. Send Ten 
Cents for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 





Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St. New York 
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FOR » MEN OF BRAINS 





fi ‘ ‘What has he made with it?” 
-M ADE AT KEY WEST 
= ——__—_—_——————— | think.” —- Detroit Free Press. 





VHEN people laugh aloud it is a 
y sure sign they are amused, is n’t 





pri |USE THE FAMOUS ENGLISH REMEDY 
ite 

“Not always,” said the sad-eyed L 
conedian. “Sometimes they are merely E_EFFECTIVE FOR RELIEF OF 
making an effort to convince them- 
selves that thev haven’t wasted their 





money.”— Washington Star. 


| “Wuar’s de matter wid Jimmy?” 
HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS “ Aw, he feels disgraced fer life.” 


‘“‘How’s dat?” 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 136 Bleecker Stre ; 
Branch WARKHOUSE: 20 Leek man Street, § New Yore 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


| —Kansas City Journal. 


“ Forty-five miles an hour, that’s all, 





“His mudder come out yesterday 
| and took him right off second base.” 





[SWAP your SPARE 
TIME for this RIFLE 


or your choice of a thousand and one other 
valuable articles, which you can obtain 
without spending acent. Full particulars, 
samples, and a copy of our new 64-page book of PRIZE 
OFFERS sent on receipt of 2c. stamp to cover postage 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN MAGAZINE, 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 

















Past stall after stall went the rich merchant followed by 
a footman in smart livery. It was the occasion of the .nnual 
village bazar. 

“Ah, Mr. Fitzbrendon,” said a really sweet and charm- 
ing lady at one of the stalls, “‘and what are you going to buy? 
Dear old auntie and I are running this table, and we have 
home-made cakes, aprons, penwipers, and———” 

“Ves,” said F., “and I’ll buy just one of each. But do 
you sell kisses at your stall?” 

“Oh, certainly!” came the ready reply. ‘One guinea 
each!” 

“Right!” replied the autocrat. “Then I'll take a couple, 
and good measure, please!” 

‘Aunt,” remarked the fair and dainty damsel, “forward, 
si Two kisses for this gentleman!” 

For a moment the man of means was nonplussed, but 
only fora moment. ‘Then he turned to his servitor. 

“James,” he said, coolly, “just take this purchase, 
please!” —Zondon Penny Fictorial. 


“ My husband bought an automobile | 


because he said he needed it in his 
ARS business.” 
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Progress and Poverty ) Both 
By Henry George for 
The Public { ‘issues ) $1.00 


The Public is invaluable to busy thinking people who want not 

merely to read about but to understand the 
cause of present day economic maladjustments. In its News Narrative it gives 
all and only the news that will live. Its editorials and special articles are 
the work of editors and specialists who handle current topics fearlessly and 
impartially and who have strength of conviction and sympathy with the whole 
people in their struggle to get from under the dead weight of a privileged 
class, corruption and greed. 





The Hon. JAMES W. BuCKLIN, Grand Junction, Colo., says: “I consider 7he 
Public the greatest force for democracy in the world. * * * After the war is 
won, as it surely will be, 7e Public will be found to have been the chief factor.” 


“Progress and Poverty,” by HENRY GEORGE, is the greatest book ever written on the 
land ‘ieation. Two million copies sold. Cut out this advertisement, pin a dollar bill to it, 
write your name on the margin. A copy of * Progress and Poverty” will be sent you, and 52 
issues of The Public—‘‘the greatest journal of pure democracy in the world. 


THE PUBLIC, Ellsworth Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 








those lyrics. 


NECESSARY NOISE. 


A poet and a musician wrote a comic opera. When it was first performed 
it was noticed that the music was very loud. 
“Why did you write such too-strenuous music?” asked a friend of the 
composer. 
“You would n’t ask that,” the composer replied, “if you had read any of 
I did n’t want the audience to hear them!”— Saturday Eve. Post. 





Px! HISTORICAL, 


(20 VOL.) 








Twenty Thrilling Tales 
at 50c on the $1.00 
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THE OPTIC NERVE. By W. E. Hill. 


Proof in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 in. 
| PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 


.ddress PUCK 


PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for aire | 











295-309 Lafayette St., New York || 
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things German, 


These are historical romances in a real sense—strong, vivid stories full of action, conflict, 
and constantly sustained interest. ‘They have aroused more attention and been the subject of more talk 
than any other historical novels written since the elder Dumas 
laid down the pen. 
deal are such that most persons of ordinary culture are somewhat 
ashamed to be ignorant of them. ‘‘ Human interest’’ always 
prevails in these volumes and has given them their steadfast 
popularity. 


Fascinating Figures of the Past 


Here we meet Marie Artoinette, the ill-fated queen, centre 
of the most brilliant court in Europe, hurled from her throne by 
| the rude hand of revolution, and passing, ’mid the derisive roar 

of the mob, to her tragic death upon the guillotine. Here, also, 
we meet Frederick the Great, the eccentric Prussian, who, 
though he was endeared to his subjects as ‘* Old Fritz,’’ detested 
always spoke French, and was not only the 
greatest general of his century, but played the flute like a master; 
Andreas Hofer, the Tyrolese patriot, who in his mountain passes 
with his little army for years defied the French and Bavarian 
forces sent to crush him; Napoleon (The “‘ Little Corporal,’’) 
commanding victorious hosts and bidding pathetic farewell to the 
Old Guard—the Old Guard that could die but never surrender. 
Around such great historical personages hundreds of minor char- 
acters play their parts in these absorbing dramas. 


Write Us At Once—To-day 


This is the complete twenty-volume (20-vol.) edition, fresh 
sets of which with a handome new back-stamp in gold design 
| have just come from the binders. The books are illustrated by 
40 handsome photogravures. We are offering the entire set 
at the special reduced price of $23.50. If you are satisfied 
with the books you pay us only $1.00 down upon acceptance, 
and thereafter $2.00 per month until the purchase price has 


id. not, notify us and the books may be returned a set of MUEHLBACH’S HISTORICAL ROMAN- 

a ——__—_—— = en paid If 4 wll have incurred no obi tion oo CES, 20 vols., bound in cloth. After examination, 

his UCK at our expense. ou Wi é c iga iat~ if I decide to keep it I shall pay you $1.00 on accept- 

% is is but one example of the P ever. These books have delighted thousands at prices as high ance and $2.00 a month thereafter until $23.50 has 


as $50.00—remember our price: only $23.50. Now is been paid. if not, 1 shall notify you, so that you 
the time to act. 


The University Society 
44-60 E. 23rd St., New York 


Send in the coupon to-day. whatever. 








The deeds and the people with which they TITLES OF THE 


20 VOLUMES 


Napoleon and the Queen of Prussia 
The Empress Josephine 

Napoleon and Bluecher 

Queen Hortense 

Marie Antoinette and Her Son 
Prince Eugene and H1s Times 

The Daughter of an Empress 
Joseph I. and His Court 

Frederick the Great and His Court 
Berlin and Sans-Souct 

Frederick the Great and His Family 
Goethe and Schiller 

The Merchant of Berlin 

Louise of Prussia and Her Times 
Old Fritz and the New Era 
Andreas Hofer 

Mohammed Ali and His House 
Henry VIII, and Catherine Parr 
Youth of the Great Elector 

Reign of the Great Elector 


The books are printed upon extra quality 
of paper from easy-to-read type, are attractive- 
ly illustrated and beautifully bound. Titles 
and ornaments are stamped in gold on the 
back. The size of the volumes is 534x7¥% 
inches, 

















COUPON Puck 
The University Society, New York 
You may send me for inspection. charges prepaid, 


may arrange for its retum at mo expense to me 
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DELIA AND THE GREEN PARROT. 
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1.—“I want t’ see th’ Missus!” 2. —“‘Pwhat’s this, annyhow?” 











( WHY SO HAUGHTY , HONEY ? \ 
My. 


Pere eer Tain, 



















































































5.—“Howly glory! Ut’s two divils!” 6.—“ Well, well! If ’t wasn’t ier yer color I’d loike ter twist yer neck! ” 





